When they arrived at the house John was so courteous as to walk around the car and open Sylvia’s door for her.  He took her arm in arm and led her up the front steps, unable to believe he had such a gorgeous woman wearing such a sexual catsuit next to him.  Carrie scuttled ahead of them and unlocked the door.  She led them quickly through the kitchen and living room to a door discretely hidden behind some coats in the back of a closet.  As she walked she took off her clothes, tossing them aside until she was naked.  She had hoped this would turn John’s head back towards her, but he was still transfixed with Sylvia.  As he led her down the stairs to the basement/dungeon Carrie knew more drastic measures would have to be taken.  


“Why don’t you make yourselves comfortable and have a look around?”  Carrie invited John and Sylvia.  “I’m just gonna go slip into  something a lot more uncomfortable.”  She flipped on the light and walked through the basement to a room on the far side.


John and Sylvia stopped and stared.  The basement looked like something out of the middle ages.  On the walls were racks, shackles, a large display case full of whips and spankers, and a variety of other devises which John could only guess the function of.  In the middle of the room was the centerpiece, a large rectangular rack with cuffs dangling from each corner.  It was set so that it could rotate, allowing the poor slave in it to be positioned in any way the master or mistress liked.  There was also a large leather covered table, a vacuum bed, a couple of spanking blocks, and some other bondage furniture spread about the room.  


John and Sylvia had a little while to take it all in.  They split apart and started walking around the room, examining the instruments.  Sylvia looked at the whips and spankers, cringing, imagining each one of them hitting her.  John was looking at the dungeon furniture in the middle of the room, picturing how Sylvia would look bound to each piece, and how she could be tortured while in that position.


It didn’t take long for Carrie to return.  They both heard the door slam open, and when they looked John and Sylvia once again stopped in their tracks.


Carrie was decked out in a pair of leather lace-up boots with 6-inch heels that reached all the way to her mid-thighs, A pair of crotchless leather hot pants, an extremely tight restrictive leather corsette (which of course quit right below her breasts), a thick leather collar, and tight leather gloves that reached all the way to her upper arms.  Completing the outfit was a leather cat-o-nine-tails whip dangling from one hip and a leather spanker dangling from the other.


Carrie wasted no time.  “YOU!” she barked at Sylvia.  “Get in that rack, NOW!!”  She pointed to the rack in the middle of the room.  Sylvia dared not disobey.  She hurried over to the rotatable rack, and Carrie quickly came over and cuffed the dangling cuffs to Sylvia’s wrists and ankles.  She went to the side of the device and pushed a button,  the chains reeled in until Sylvia was suspended taught as a bowstring in the rack.  Carrie went to a cupboard and pulled out a blindfold which she quickly fixed on Sylvia.  She left her un-gagged.  


Carrie turned to John and gave him an evil smile.  Then she went to one of the display cases and pulled out a large dildo, butt plug, and set of nipple clamps, all with wires attached.  The clamps were large and complex, with some sort of pulley system John couldn’t figure out.  Sylvia, of course, was blind and had no idea what was going on until she felt the cold steel clamping onto her nipples.


Next Carrie unlocked and unzipped the catsuit, just to insert the dildo and butt plug.  She ran the wires up Sylvia’s back and out the top of the suit before zipping it back up and locking it again.  She plugged all the wires into a receptor on the side of the rack, and then walked over to John.


“Hey there, how would you like to play a little game?”  Her fingers ran across his chest.  John nodded.


“Here are the rules.  You get to pick any rack in the room to bind me to, and any way to torture me.  Your object is to make me give you the password that will de-activate the torture devices I’ve placed in Sylvia.  What do you think?”


A cruel smile spread across John’s face.  “I’m in, definitely.”


Carrie walked back over to the rack where poor Sylvia was bound, now shivering in her catsuit after hearing what her fate would be.  Carrie turned a knob on the control panel, and Sylvia heard a faint ticking.  


“Ok, John, you’ve got 60 seconds before the torture begins.  It will only stop when someone punches in the 4 digit access code.  Go!”


John grabbed Carrie by the arm and hurried her over to the table.  He lay her down and quickly attached and tightened the cuffs.  Then he stripped off her corsette and pulled down her shorts, exposing her to his torture.  As he ran to the case with the torture instruments, he checked the clock.  Sylvia had 20 seconds before her pain began.  John grabbed a whip and sprinted back over to Carrie.  Right as he took the first swing he heard the timer ding, and Sylvia started to quiver and moan.


“You know what’s happening to her?”  Carrie asked as John whipped her as hard as he could.  “The (OW) dildos and butt plugs are (AHH!!!) inflating, and spines are (OWW!!!) coming out of them.  But that’s not (EEE!!) all.  Her nipples are being (OWWW!!) good one!  Her nipples are being stretched by the clAMPS, and she’s being electrocuted (OUCH!) in both nipples, her pussy, and her ASS!!!!”  John continued to whip with all his might, but it was clear that the whip alone wasn’t going to break Carrie.  She was practically enjoying it.  In the meantime Sylvia was straining against her bonds and letting out little screams each time a shock hit her.


John ran back to the case and looked for something more painful.  He rummaged through, pushing things aside.  Nothing looked strong enough.  Then, at the bottom of the case, he saw a small metal box with a little padlock on it.  He grabbed it and pulled it out.  


Carrie was watching John as he rummaged through.  She knew all the instruments in her toy chest, and she knew that she could withstand all of them, except one.  She had always known she had a weakness, so she kept her Achilles heel, the one toy that could break her, locked up.  The only reason she’d kept it at all was for nostalgia, as it had been her first master’s favorite way to punish her.


John didn’t know what was in the box, but he knew it must be pretty powerful to be locked up.  He set the box down and stomped on the lock with all his might.  Fortunately it was a small lock, and not very powerful, so he was able to break it off fairly quickly.  He opened the box.


Inside the box was some sort of apparatus John could only slowly make sense of.  It was obviously for nipple torture, there were two cups spaced about right for Carrie’s breasts.  Inside each cup was a clip which he presumed attatched to the nipple.  The rest of it he was clueless about, but when he looked over at Carrie and saw her shivering he knew he’d struck gold.  


John quickly jogged across the room and placed the device on Carrie’s breasts.  He clipped the clamps onto her nipples, and made sure the cups were firm against her skin.  He couldn’t see any other obvious preparation, so he reached for the switch to turn it on.


“7319!”  Carrie shouted suddenly.  


“What?” asked John.  Sylvia screamed in the background.


“That’s the code!  7319!  Just please, PLEASE don’t turn it on!”


John smiled at her.  He was tempted to flip the devise on anyway, but then he heard Sylvia.


“John!  Turn it off!  Turn it off!  Please John, you’ve got the code!”  Sylvia screamed.  John jogged over to the machine and was about to punch in the code when he had an idea.


“I’ll make you girls a deal,” he said.  “And I’ll only turn off the machine and remove the device off Carrie if you agree.  Ok?”  Both girls readily nodded their consent.  “Both of you have to stay here, in this house, and be my slaves till the end of the year.  You can leave and go to work, but other than work you have to be here, under my control, the WHOLE TIME.  Agreed?”  


Sylvia was in no condition to argue.  She was writing from the pain in her pussy, ass, and nipples.  “Yes, Master!  Yes sir!  I’ll be your slave!  Just TURN IT OFF!!!”  


John didn’t hesitate.  He quickly punched in the code, and Sylvia’s body relaxed and she breathed a deep sigh of relief as the electrocution stopped, her nipples were released, and the dildoes deflated and retracted their spines.  John pulled the nipple clamps off her, but he couldn’t get at the dildoes without Carrie’s key.  And Carrie, besides, still hadn’t agreed to be his slave.  He walked back over to the table.   


Carrie wanted to be John’s slave.  She wanted it more than anything in the world, but she didn’t want to just hand herself over.  She wanted to be forced into submission.  So when John leaned over, expecting her consent, she spat on him.


Carrie had prepared a witty, biting response to John’s request, but before she could say anything he had flipped on the devise.  Carrie tensed her body, preparing for the pain.  John sat back to see what would happen.


First a pump devise activated and started removing the air from the cups.  Carrie’s nipples and the tips of her breasts were stretched a good ways into them.  When that was complete the clamps were pulled back, stretching the girl’s nipples to their very limits.  Carrie began to moan, but she knew the worst pain was yet to come.  The clamps started to twist, and the pain rose exponentially.  Carrie began to scream.  She turned to see if John was watching, but in the ultimate insult he had left her and was fondling Sylvia, still held taught in the rack.  


Carrie fought the pain as long as she could, and finally screamed to John, “Yes!  Yes, I’ll be your slave!  Please, please, turn it off!!!”  


John slowly sauntered back over to Carrie.  He looked at her for a moment, at the pleading in her eyes, at her poor twisted nipples, before he finally shut the devise off.  The clamps and air pressure released, and Carrie’s nipples were immediately returned to normal.  


John gently removed the devise from Carrie’s breasts.  He knelt down and gently kissed each one.  They were both extremely erect.  Then he leaned up and kissed Carrie’s check.  She leaned up and they made out for a few moments, before John finally released her from her bonds and helped her up.


Carrie quickly regained her composure.  She put her corsette and leather shorts back on.  She made sure the crotchless part of her shorts was perfectly aligned with her pussy.  She pulled the buckles on the sides of her corsette to tighten it up as much as she could.  Finally she walked over to the rack where Sylvia was still suspended, now very sore from being stretched so tightly, and unlocked and unzipped the catsuit to remove the dildo and butt plug.  She zipped Sylvia back up and locked her back in, making sure she was secure before releasing the cuffs.  As Sylvia was gently eased to the floor, John took her in his arms and massaged the strength back into her muscles.

